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THE INDIAN MUTINY,                     en. vr.

The street was full of people, chatting, walking about,
and making purchases. All were wearing their gayest
attire. It was but a homely little place in reality, but
coming suddenly into it from the darkness it appeared
very bright and cheerful.
Our cavalcade attracted a good deal of attention.
The passers-by stopped and stared, and some of them
made inquiries as to who we were and whither proceed-
ing, to which our men answered, as had been arranged,
that we were troopers from Bhurtpore proceeding to
the Ganges to bathe; and though our men were many
of them Mohammedans, they concluded their replies
with the usual invocation to the sacred river, ' Glory
to the Ganges, the holy Ganges !'
On leaving the street we plunged into a dark lane,
and soon after found ourselves again in the open
country. We presently came to a grove of trees, where
one of our men said that there was a well and a drinkmg
trough. Both we and our animals were excessively
thirsty. We halted, and two of the men dismounted to
draw water. It was so dark beneath the trees that they
had some trouble to find the well. While they were
looking for it I had fallen into a half doze, when I was
startled by a most unearthly yell, followed by a violent
tramping'of hoofs. The two horses left to themselves
had commenced to fight, and had then galloped away in
the direction of the town. Some of the men were pre-
paring to follow them, when we heard them returning.
They galloped back to where they had started from,
and then reared up on their hind legs and renewed the
combat. It was with some difficulty and danger also
that they were separated, and not till both their saddles
had been knocked off and the pads strewn over the road.
It was half an hour before these were collected, and the